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WTHREASURE?" said Brant. 

■*■ "Surely. Why not?" Carlton looked, up 
grinning. 

"Where do you propose to find this treasure?" 

Carlton filled his pipe slowly. "Right here, in 
Yucutan. Good gosh, Brant, haven't you heard 
about the vast hordes of gold those ancient Mayas 
hid away in odd places? The country reeks with 
the stuff!" 

. Brant chuckled. "I've heard about treasure being 
hidden away in every corner of the world, by 
pirates, by churches, by all sorts of people. Why 
here, any more than some place else?" 

"I happen to know," replied Carlton, "a whole 
lot about Mayan history, especially as it applies 
to this country. I know where there is a hidden 
treasure!" 

"You know!" exclaimed Brant. "Oh, if you 
know, then why don't we go after it?" 

Carlton nodded, knocking the dottle out of his 
pipe. "I've every intention of it. But what about 
the others?" » 

"Meaning Hammond and Gates?" 

"Yes," said Carlton. "Do we take them in?" 

Brant chuckled. "Well, they, own this ranch. 
We're their guests. I suppose it's the decent thing 
to do." 

Carlton got to his feet. "Come tin then. Let's 
feel 'em out." 

Brant and Carlton had come to Yucutan to take 
movies of ancient Mayan ruins for a motion pic- 
lure company. It had so happened that Carlton, 
who was something of a .doctor, had saved an old 
Indian's life a week or so before, while they were 
afield. The Indian had given his benefactor an 
ancient map showing where early Mayans had 
stored a lot of ceremonial treasure. Carlton had 
said nothing to Brant, feeling his way before 
making the announcement. 

So now Brant knew. Carlton had wondered if 
Brant, apparently more interested in shooting a 
camera than in eating, would be vitally intrigued. 
Brant seemed to be. But what about their hosts, 
owners of the big ranch upon which they were 
making headquarters? 

Both Hammond and Gates were long-time res- 
idents of Yucutan, friendly with all the natives. 
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They were making money from the soil. Would 
they be interested in making some easy money? 

Hammond said, when Carlton placed his card? 
on the table, "I don't know. Frankly, gentlemen, 
I never like to interfere with native superstitions. 
That' treasure map you have — I suppose it's au- 
thentic; it looks like a Mayan document. But I'm 
a little leary — " 

Gates broke in with, "I don't like the idea, 
Ham. We're in solid down here. If we were to do 
something that made the Indians sore, we'd have 
a lot of trouble. I say lay off." 

Hammond studied the old skin map. "It's genu 
ine, all right. And it's like an aged Indian to give 
a valuable thing away to one who saved his life. 
But, like Gates says, it's playing with fire to 
tamper with sacred treasure in this country," 
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"Then I am to understand that- you gentlemen 
aren't interested?" he asked. 

"I wouldn't go that far," replied Hammond. 
"I am plenty interested in making an easy penny. 
So is Gates. But it's the consequences that might 
arise out of such an expedition." 

"Weil, Brant and I are going," Carlton told 
him. "We have no axe to grind down here." 

"I think we'd best go along," said Gates. "It 
may work out. We'd have to be very careful, that's 
all." 

So it was settled. And a few days later the little 
expedition was fitted out and ready for departure. 
The lake mentioned in the map was a good 200 
kilometers away, over rough country and through 
some extremely ugly jungle. 

But at length they got off, riding small bush 
mules. Two Indian guides, whom Hammond anr 7 
Gates said could be trusted, went ahead on foot. 

For several days they traveled slowly over bad 
terrain. Then they entered the jungle. Now the 
going was really tough! They had to hack much 
of the way with their machetes, leading the mules. 
The overhang of thick branches allowed no sun- 
light to penetrate to the jungle floor. It was,moist 
and in many places swampy. Snags and roots con- 
stantly tripped them. Giant vines and creepers 
whipped at them. Mosquitoes bigger than Thunder- 
bolts plagued them. There were snakes and giant 
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lizards. Loud-mouthed birds shrilled everywhere. 

Everybody was in a ragged temper when they 
broke through the jungle. But a fairly level ex- 
panse of firm earth soon put them back in good 
cheer. Anticipation drove them hurriedly along. 
Treasure! Hidden gold of the ancients! It has 
ever been a magnet for men. A magnet and a 
deadly thing! 

They had seen only a handful of natives on the 
way. But that didn't convince Hammond and Gates 
that they weren't being followed every step of 
the way. The Indians were cagey and clever — and 

At last they came to the shore of a lovely little 
lake surrounded by brown hills. It was shrouded 
in a heavy cloud of mist, and its farther shores 
were lost to view. They pitched camp and pre- 
pared 1o feast their eyes on what the map said was 
out there in its middle. 

At last, toward noon, the mists lifted under the 
impact of the hot sun, and Carlton gasped. "Look!" 
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Out in ihe lake a qnartcr-mile towered a spindly 
tower made of rock. On its lop glittered a golden 
diadem of some ancient workmanship, 

The Temple of the Sun! The map had not lied. 

"Boys," cried Carlton, "this is it! We're rich!" 

Hammond held out a steadying hand. "Not so 
fast, Carlton. This is the temple, right .enough, 
but we haven't seen any treasure as yet." 

"But we will!" exclaimed the irrepressible Carl- 
ton. 

It was rather late to do any exploring at this 
lime, so they decided to postpone it till the fol- 
lowing morning. 

That night they had visitors. Ghostly visitors. 
Upon waking, Brant found an arrow sticking in 
a packing case. Attached to it was a note, scratched 
■ on a bit of skin. He hurried to Hammond with his 
find. "What does it say?" 

Hammond studied the note. He shook his head. 
"It's a warning," he replied. "A warning for us 
lo keep away from that temple. It says death will 
befall anyone who enters the temple." 

Everyone was astir by now. "Rot!" sneered 
Carlton. "Native superstition. Well, it's not going 

Hammond and Gates were worried. They backed 
out at last, saying that if there were any treasure, 
ihey would not be interested. 

"Okay/' snapped Carlton. "You're plain nuts, 
is all I have lo say. Come on. Brant." 

They set up the folding canoe and both men 
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got aboard and began paddling toward the gleam- 
ing temple. When they nad pulled the craft up on 
a narrow shelf of sand, and disappeared inside 
the low door plainly visible, an old Indian stepped 
out of a clump of brush and approached Hammond 
and Gates. He held up his hand in a friendly . 
gesture, and began speaking in Mayan. 

"It is well," he said, "that my friends do not 
follow where those two men go. They will die. 
It is written. The Temple of the Sun is sacred. 
It must not be violated. They go to their deaths!" 

Both Hammond and Gates understood the 
language. 

"How will they die?" asked Gates. 

"Only the gods know that," replied the Indian. 
"But they will die. Wait!" He glided away and 

Hammond said, "I don't like it. Not a bit. Wish 
we hadn't been so foolish." 

"Yeah," Gates replied. "Superstition or not, It 
is bad. I hope nothing happens " 

A hail from the temple brought them whirling 
around. Brant stood on the small parapet, waving 
something. Then he got into the canoe and began 
paddling toward them. ' 

"Gold!" he shouted as he came ashore. He held 
up a heavy goblet. It gleamed in the sun. Pure 
gold! 

"You chaps better reconsider,"- he told the two 
men. "Carlton is back there collecting a sackful 
of jewels. Why, man, there is a fortune in that 
old temple basement." 

The earthquake struck then. The ground rocked 
and heaved and undulated as if a giant reptile were 
crawling under it. The temple in the lake swayed 
and then with a mighty roar, toppled into the 
water and all traces of it vanished. 

"Carlton!" cried Hammond. "He must have been 
crushed under that mass of rock." 

No one said anything for a moment. The lake 
water now lay peacefully. The quake had passed. 
They knew Carlton had died. 

On the way back through the jungle, Brant 
caught a violent fever. They had just reached the 
ranch by easy stages when Brant died. The same 
old Indian appeared as if by magic as they were 
heading for the ranch. He smiled. 

"My friends, is it not as I said? The gods have 
destroyed both men. I am glad that my friends 
refused to enter the temple. 

Hammond and Gates wiped the sweat from their 
faces. They were glad, too. 
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